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“Until I read ‘Why France is 
Gay’, by James Hopper, in the 
February 13th issue of Collier’s, 
I must confess that the * 
was my mentor on the Euro- 
pean War. 
Hopper’s story, I reviewed your 





After reading Mr. 


articles on the war published in | 


Collier’s, and now make haste 
to transfer my allegiance.”’ 


In the case of “Why France is 
Gay’, we seem to have been 
conspicuously successful. As 
Leigh Mitchell Hodges of the 
Philadelphia “North American” 
says: “I think that is one of the 
most vivid, tragic, and inspiring 
things I have ever read. You 
are making Collier’s the indis- 
pensable periodical.” 


Since August 1, 1914, nearly one hun- 
dred articles and stories, hundreds of 
editorials, many pages of news photos 
and drawings on the war have been 
published in Collier’s. 


Collier’s policy to-day—as during the | 
Spanish-American, Russo-Jap and Bal- | 


kan Wars and the Mexican flurry —has 
been to cover with the best man every 
spot that could yield material of interest, 
making it the indispensable periodical. 


*A weekly which also publishes good war articles 
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415 West 13th Street, New York City 
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THE GOLF CRAZE HITS YAPP’S CROSSING 
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From the Front 


HE EDITOR of JuDGE received the other 
day a very interesting letter, which 
was delayed in transmission. 

It was in the square, green envelope of 
the British Service, postmarked ‘‘Field 
Post-office,’’ and on the addressed side had 
this: ‘‘Note—Correspondence in this en- 
velope need not be censored regimentally. 
The contents are liable to examination at 
the Base. The certificate on 
the flap must be signed by the 
writer.’’ And the flap bore this: 
**I certify on my honour that the 
contents of this envelope refer 
to nothing but private and fami- 
ly matters.’’ All this suggests 
the precautions that 
hedge the correspondence 
of soldiers at the front. 

This was the letter: 


FRANCE, June 5th, 1915. 

Dear Editor: I found an 
old copy of JupGe here, and 
got a good few laughs from it. 

Would like to correspond 
with a few Americans. Could 
you please insert in your jour 


nal? My addressis: Sergeant 
H. Geo. Bell, 10th Battalion, 
Highland Light Infantry, Brit- 
: ~ 
ish Expeditionary Forces, <& ae 
France. Set) ron 
Wishing you the best of re 


luck, and thanking you in an 
ticipation. Yours sincerely, 
H. GEO. BELL. 


Here is an opportunity 
for somebody—or for va- 
rious bodies—to cheer the lot of this soldier 
in France. He is indefinite in his request 
as to correspondents. It isn’t likely, how- 
ever, that he cares to enter into controversies 
as to the war, political economy—which 
seems to be a dead study in Europe—theol- 
ogy, science or any of the isms that contro- 
versialists affect. What this soldier appa- 
rently desires is something cheering from 
the fair sex, and to the fair sex JUDGE com- 
mends him. 
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“é Why ae 

S SOON as he is able to talk, the child 
wants to know ‘‘why?’’ When he 
does talk, he says ‘‘why?’’ oftener than 
anything else, and he never leaves off ask- 
ing why. In later years very few things 
are thoroughly understood, and all that 
seems necessary is to have them explained. 
When they are explained, little more is 

really known than before. 
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The physician, for example, is continu- 
ally surprised, on being questioned, to find 
that before his opinion is half given, his 
eager patient is appeased, though nothing 
may have been elucidated for any rational 
mind. Which suggests that questions do 
not positively guarantee understanding on 
the part of the asker, any more than must 
answers to them invariably indicate wisdom. 

But why should we feel that we are bound 
to understand everything? With mysteries 
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innumerable surrounding our lives, why do 

we fancy that none exists or should exist? 
As a matter of fact, we comprehend so 
few phenomena, it would be sensible to dis- 
regard our voracious appetite and relish for 
reasons that are no reasons at all. Most in- 
terpretation fails to elucidate. No amount 
of explanation serves to explain why we are 
empowered to excite any muscle of our 
wonderful body. Citation of the factors of 
human will, the motor tract, 
afferent and efferent nerves, 
blood distribution and other 
agents by the score does not pro- 
vide the least definition of why 
or even how the thing happens, 
We have merely a description 

of the happening. 

There are no adequate 
explanations of war, pov- 
erty, billionaires, organ- 

” ized charity, tact, poli- 
tics. Since all such 
things exist, however, 
explanations are freely 
forthcoming. And we are 
never weary of asking 
‘‘why?’’ about all these 
things on any and every 
possible occasion. 

PPLE. 

Brief Decisions 
UCK is all right, but 
the man who gets 
there has his periscope trained to discover 
opportunity. 


Man’s envy of the kisses between women 
is wasted. 


There may be sermons in stones, but few 
study to find them. 
‘2 
If bright babies developed logically, there 
would be few fools in the world. 








men 


few 


here 








The suburbanite as he is depicted, and the reality 


Strictly Neutral mit no foreign matter to enter into my sys- 


6¢ AFTER a careful and painstaking pe- ‘%™ of contentment and frugality.”’ 


rusal of the metropolitan papers,’’ 


remarked Jasper Knox, the sage of Pike- First Aid to Golfers 
town-on-the-Blink, ‘*What would you do if you had a stymie?’’ 
‘“*I have come to **Call a doctor at once.’’ 


the conclusion that 
the only safe and 
sane method of dis- 
playing one’s abso- 
lute neutrality is 
to forget the 
war. By re- 
fraining 
from any allusion to the present un- 
pleasantness which seems to have 
taken temporary possession of some of 
our unenlightened brothers across the 
briny deep, I find that my liver per- 
forms its natural functions without 
the aid of a liver pad; I also find that 
my circulation remains normal with- 
out resorting to any coupon scheme, 
and that my digestive apparatus is 











Philo—Did you say window or widow? 
. z id wi ; h alike. 
practically immune from ptomaine + oat Sac tga ae 


poisoning, owing to the fact that I per- Sopher—When I get near either of them 1 always look out. 


A Chance to Tee Afresh 


ESTERDAY has gone away, 
With its foozles and its fears, 
With its bunkers, with its fray, 
Its profanity and tears; 
With its game in eighty-eight, 
Properly an eighty-two; 
With its slices, with the fate 
That impelled a drive askew. 
Yet for all its wealth of woe, 
Sobs and anguish and dismay, 
It was hard to see it go— 
But we tee afresh to-day. 


Yesterday our hearts were sore; 


Troubles? We’d our share. 
score? 
It was pretty bad! But, say, 


skill, 


Lies in ancient hist’ry. Will 
We permit such play again? 

Past recall, ’tis now a joke; 
Fate grants now a better play. 


Ours the chance for stronger stroke, 


For we tee afresh to-day. 


—Jesse G. Clare, 


Vague oppressions seemed to sway. 


That last game which shocked our 


Pricked our pride and gave us pain 
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HIS is a mighty country, and any little thing in it, when mul- 
tiplied into a national total, becomes an awe-inspiring mess 
of figures. 

Twenty years ago a few American golf enthusiasts were bom- 
barding cows in a pasture with overgrown pills, while rows of solid 
citizens surrounded the fence and tapped their heads sadly as they 
watched them. 

To-day half a million tired business men march out onto the 
3,000 golf courses of this country every Saturday afternoon. If 
these men were to drive off together from a tee five miles long, 
they would mow down an approaching army of 50,000 men at one 
stroke. 

If they were to use their niblicks in the same place, they would 
dig a canal 100 feet wide, ten feet deep and two miles long in four 
half holidays. 

If they were to drive off in turn, the last man would have to 
wait 176 years, four months and three days for his number —longer 
than it now takes on the Jackson Park course in Chicago. 

The time spent in hunting golf balls during one Saturday after- 
noon in this country would find Charley Ross, a President for Mex- 
ico, another Ty Cobb and a new idea for comic opera. It takes 
250,000 caddies to carry the clubs of this army. The time spent 
in waiting for these caddies to catch up would complete a govern- 
ment post-office or allow four women to dress for the theater one 
after the other. 

Half a million dollars’ worth of golf balls are lost each Satur- 
day. There are also found gclf balls to the value of $345.75. 

The energy expended by this army in one half day would, if 
applied in a different manner, beat 100,000 carpets, thus throwing 
5,000 men permanently out of work. This energy varies with the 
individual. Chick Evans does not use enough strokes to beat a 
carpet in a week, while I finish an entire houseful in an afternoon. 

The remarks used by American golfers in one afternoon would, 
if transcribed, occupy the full time of 25,000 recording angels and 
keep four celestial bookbinders working nights. Since golf, the 
telephone and the five-year-old automobile have been added to the 


complication of living, the recorder’s office has been enlarged | 


twenty-seven times and is now larger than the Ford factory. 
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The golf courses of America cover a total of 298,345 acres, dry 
measure, and one pond seven miles around. It would take a poor 
player 7,345 years to mow this much ground with a midiron. 

These courses represent an outlay of $200,000,000, of which 
only $17.35 has been spent on the holes. And yet the holes are 
the most important part of the course. With all the money that 
has been lavished on golf, no improvement has been made in these 
holes. They are as hard to get into as ever. Sometimes our 
boasted Yankee inventiveness seems a trifle overestimated. 

Golf has added a total of 543,768 years to the lives of its play- 
ers. But the exertion of getting away from the office early on Sat- 
urdays has removed a total of 552,876 years, thus leaving a net 
loss of 8,892 years. Golf has also produced 217,000 partial wid- 
ows, who might as well have no husbands at all on Saturdays and 
Sundays, 

It costs about $25 to learn a fair game of golf from a profes- 
sional and about $500 to learn it from friends. Those wishing to 
play the game may join a good golf club for from $50 to $200. 
Players wishing to give up the game may have an arm and leg re- 
moved by any surgeon at reasonable rates. 


Handicapped 
HYLLIS is trying to teach me the game, 
Lends me her own golfing tools; 
Shows me their uses and calls them by name, 
Patiently outlines the rules. 


Though I am filled with ambition to learn, 
Vain are my striving and toil; 

All I accomplish, it seems, is to turn 
Acre on acre of soil. 


**Don‘t be discouraged’’—her smile is most kind— 
**Driving is no trick at all, 

If you but bear my instructions in mind: 
Just keep your eye on the bail.’’ 


Phyllis, how little you know what you ask? 
What can a poor pupil do? 
Keeping my gaze on that pill is ‘‘some’’ task, 
When it can feast upon you / —W. K. M. 














Marian—What a long, low ball she hits. 


THE TEST O F 


By W. Tf. 


HE PRETTIEST girl in the world was walking toward the 
eighteenth green, and beside her was the youth who had 
made the discovery that she was the sweetest and dearest as well 
as the prettiest girl that ever glorified the breath of life by 
breathing it. 

The prettiest girl was caddying, constructively. That is, some- 
times, when the youth made a shot, she held his bag of clubs. 
Between these labors she cheered his pilgrimage of the links with 
lightsome discourse. As a special mark of favor she permitted 
him to hold her hand, on occasion when old Markham, with whom 
he was playing the round, drew sufficiently ahead. 

Now, as they approached the last hole, old Markham stalked 
far in the lead, a grim and gaunt figure in faded tweeds and shock- 
ing cap. A hard man was Markham, who golfed as he invested, 
with eye single to gouging the other fellow out of the last eighth. 
He was seven up on the discoverer, but he was playing the final 
hole as greedily as if the match hung upon the winning of it. 

The prettiest girl disliked Markham. There was no romance 
in his soul. He said so himself. Matrimonially he had served his 
three years with the colors, but then he had jumped the reserve 
and the landwehr and gone straight into the landsturm, which, as 
everybody knows, is to be called out only as a last and most des- 
perate resort. Scandalmongers said that the judge who granted 
the divorce took one look at Markham and signed the decree; then 
he asked what might be the nominal grounds. 


THE 





JANEson: 


Isabel—Yes; but you ought to see the long high ball her husband hits. 


PUTTING GREEN 


NICHOLS 


Markham, reaching the edge of the green, turned to scowl at 
the laggards. The prettiest girl noted the scowl. She edged away 
from the youth—but not too far. Also she spoke. 

‘“‘Ugh! The old ogre!’’ 

The youth nodded. ‘‘Crank, right enough. 
game, though—too much for me.’’ - 

The girl’s eyes flashed. ‘‘If only I were a man!”’ 

**Pardon! but I think this wor'd’s very well arranged as it is,’’ 
said the youth. ‘‘You’d be for spoiling everything.’’ 

At that she smiled and drew nearer to him. She touched his 
sleeve. 

“‘If I can’t be a man, even to beat old Markham, can I make 
another man beat him—just for this last hole, you know? He’s 
set his stingy, miserly heart upon it.’’ 

The youth shook his head. ‘‘Dear, it’s hopeless. We’re both - 
on in three, and I can’t putt for sour beans.’’ 

‘*You’re not to putt for sour beans—you’re to putt for me!’’ 

**Oh, you—you darling!’’ He spoke ecstatically. He gazed 
into her lovely eyes. Forgetful of the grim censor, he tried to 
catch her hand. But the prettiest girl didn’t forget; soul bilious- 
ness had in no wise impaired old Markham’s keenness of vision. 

**Don’t! He’s looking—the crocodile!’’ 

Those who have had brief glimpses of heaven testify to the 
painful and reluctant awakening from the dream. ‘‘Oh, but I 
could die for you!’’ sighed the youth. 


Plays a good 














**Don’t die!’’ said the prettiest girl crisply but not harshly. 
**Don’t die for me—putt!’’ 
* * * . a ca . . . 

Old Markham was grinning a crooked grin. ‘‘Golf ain’t quite 
chess,’’ he sneered. ‘‘No hurry, of course—but you’re away.”’ 

The youth flushed wrathfully and snatched his putter from the 
bag. The roses bloomed in the prettiest girl’s cheeks. 

**Ever the etiquette of golf!’’ she murmured. 

Old Markham heard. Also he noted the indignant fire in the 
glance she gave him. Very pretty, indeed, was she at that instant. 
The youth was more convinced than ever of the profound truth of 
his great discovery; but Markham merely glowered. After all, 
she personified charms which, yielded to, spelled alimony. For 
thirty years the released Mrs. Markham had been drawing her al- 
lowance with merciless regularity. You wouldn’t ask a lien- 
burdened toiler to admire the artistic printing of the latest style 
mortgage blank; therefore, kindly make allowance for Markham. 

His long jaw thrust forward. ‘‘Huh! Golf’s a man’s game— 
or ought to be.’’ Then he turned to the youth. ‘‘Cup’s yonder— 
if you hadn’t noticed. Bang away for it!’’ 

‘*And for me!’’ breathed the prettiest girl. 

. . * +. . + * 

There are fifty-seven theories of putting. Fifty insist that the 
putter keep his eye on the ball; seven direct him steadfastly to 
observe the cup. None esteems eager, if intermittent, contempla- 
tion of the gallery. But every great 
discoverer can rise superior to con- 
vention. 

The youth’s club swung. His 
ball shot forward. It passed the cup, 
at speed and perhaps a bagatelle of a 
yard to the right. 

‘*Well, never up, never in, any- 
way !’’ cried the prettiest girl. 

With solemnity befitting the rite, 
Markham performed the orthodox 
pendulum swing. 

**You’re still away,’’ quoth he, 
with quite uncalled-for sarcasm; for 
his ball had halted within three 
inches of the cup. 

The youth crossed the green. He 
bent over his ball; he clutched the 
shaft of his club feverishly; he sent 
up a plea to fickle but sometimes 
miraculously kindly Fortune. What 
was a twenty-foot putt if one had luck 
with him? And how could Fortune 
fail to bestow luck upon one who 
fought for the fairest of her sex? 
The very, very prettiest girl—look at 
her now! And he took the advice he 
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was giving the goddess of chance. He looked at the prettiest girl 
just as the hovering club shot forward. The edge of the blade 
engaged the close-cropped turf. There was a saddening gash in 
the velve y green. Likewise there was a dismally faint tap of stee] 
on gutta-percha. The ball dribbled not quite two feet. 

Oh, but it was awful! They’d half-mast the flags at St. An- 
drew’s for an abject foozle like that! Old Markham, even, was 
jarred; and regardless of the etiquette of the game, sent his ball 
into the cup with a backhanded stroke. 

**Eight up!’’ he growled. ‘‘Couldn’t expect anything else, 
though. And I can’t stop to see you play it out, if you want to. 
Man, you’ll never be a golfer till you learn to concentrate. And 
putting’s the final test of whether your mind’s on the ball or on 
some—some infernal foolishness. ’’ 

. - . >. + . - . - 

Unhappily the youth picked up his ball; miserably he stared at 
the jerkily retreating figure of the grim Markham. He dared not 
look at the prettiest girl. He could not hear her light step on the 
turf, but a sixth sense warned him that she was coming to him. 
Then her hand touched his arm. With an effort he turned to her, 
and, behold! Wonder of all merciful wonders, she was beaming 
upon him fondly, delightfully, and, above all, proudly! 

‘*Why, why!’’ he gasped. ‘‘I play for you, and I make a spec- 
tacle of myself, and—and you don’t seem to care a rap!’’ 

**Oh, but I do; I care immensely!’’ she protested. ‘‘ What 





The dressed-up one—It's tough to be neutral! 
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She—How’s your game to-day ? 


difference does the stupid score make? 
about was whether you thought more of me or of a miserable, lit- 
tle, white ball. And now I know! As the ogre said, putting’s the 
final test. And, oh! but didn’t you meet it magnificently?’’ 

The youth blinked, in the manner of one slightly dazzled and 
seeing imperfectly, therefore. ‘‘I—I’’—he faltered. ‘‘Give mea 
minute to— Say, though, what’s the trouble now?’’ 

The hand on his arm suddenly had tightened its hold. There 


He—Punk! 


Not a bit! What I cared 


**Sure.’”’ 


**Yep.’’ 


was swift apprehension in the beautiful eyes looking into his; the 


lovely lips trembled. 


“Think, dear, how heartbreaking it’d have been if you’d 


holed in one!’’ cried the prettiest 
girl tragically. 


Gags de Linxe 

The Ruling Passion 
ésT}O YOU regret, my good man,’’ 
said the judge, ‘‘ having killed 
the pedestrian with your golf ball?’’ 
**Yes,’’ said the confirmed player, 
with tears in his eyes; ‘‘Ido. If he 
hadn’t got in the way, I’d have made 

that hole in one less than bogie.”’ 


The Obedient Golfeuse 

‘*Why is Mrs. Duffley wiping her 
eyes? Has she been crying?”’ 

“‘No. The golf expert told her 
to keep her eye on the ball, and she 
drove into the stream.”’ 

His Specialty 

‘‘Had we better take our lunch 
with us to-day?’’ 

“*Yes; and let Dufferington pre- 
pare the sandwiches. Slicing is his 
specialty.’’ 
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I did nothing but top the ball and dig up the turf. 


** Young man, do you know what becomes of little boys 


who use bad language while they are playing marbles ?’’ 


** Yes, sir. They grow up and play golf.’’ 
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She—I see—sort of topsy turfy. 


It’s Name 


‘*Paw, when a game has four players in it, it’s called a four- 
some, isn’t it?’’ 


‘*With two players it’s a twosome?’’ 


**Then what’s a game with one in it?’’ 
**A lonesome.’’ 


The Provident Bingston 
**What makes Bingston take that duck with him under his arm?’’ 


‘*He has it trained to retrieve the 
balls, at the water hazards.’’ 


He Understood the Game 

**How much time do you give a 
fellow to eat breakfast here?’’ asked 
the indignant passenger at a twenty- 
minutes-for-dinner joint. 

‘‘Well, twelve minutes is bogie 
for the meal they serve here,’’ an- 
swered the train conductor on the 
adjoining stool.—strickland Gillilan. 


Professional Asset 
Lofter—What makes that kid such 
a popular caddie? He looks like an 
idiot. 
Mashie—He is—so he can’t keep 
count above five. 


Bobby’s Limitations 
Visitor—Bobby, did the doctor say 
you had any pronounced illness? 
Bobby—Yessum, but I couldn’t 
pronounce it. 

















STYMIES INCARNATE & GRANTLAND RICR 


(There are now three 18-hole golf courses through the heart of 
Ajrica—within the wne of the wild animal range.—Golf Magazine. ) 


] RARELY mind where traps yawn blind 
r bunkers guard my shot; 

And shooting golf balls out of grass 

I deem no fearful lot ; 
But when I’m stymied by a lion, 

Or, pitching from a glen, , 
I find a Python round the ball— 

That’s something else again. 























] DON'T care how a course is trapped— 
What hazards guard the green ; 
Pe uae I'll pike along and take my chance ‘ 
¥ cree .¢ | On what may lie between ; c 
mike But when a bloke must play a shot | 





Across a Leopard “‘lie’’— 
‘Great little game” may be the phrase, 
But not for this here guy! 


~~ tell me this, Je sticklers for 
The proper way to play: 

If one should find quite near his ball 
A Rhino in the way, 

Could he then push the Rhino back 
A club’s length, west or east ? 

And should he keep his eve upon 
The golf ball—or the beast ? 








tLUDeeomes = qs" 









































A QUIET AFTERNOON ON FIFTH AVENUE 
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AM A FAN for honest toil; my work- 

worn hands have bunions. I like to till 
the fertile soil and hoe the fragrant onions. 
I like to push the gleaming plow athwart 
the tufted hummock; I like to milk the 
lop-eared cow, which kicks me in the 
stomach. 

Such work appeals to every sense; with 
pleasure I pursue it, till some one sits upon 
the fence and tells me how to doit. I like 
to leave my couch at dawn, all filled with 
vim and ardor, and mow my large and portly 
lawn, to labor hard and harder; and just 
when I enjoy it most, there comes a fathead 
neighbor, who leans against the hitching 
post, to criticise my labor. 

‘“*Your mower shouldn't touch the 
ground,’’ exclaims that gifted liar; ‘‘just 
turn that doodad screw around and raise 
the rinktum higher. Unless those bearings 
you adjust and make the blades go slower, 
you'll spoil your lawn and likely bust your 
dadburned ten-cent mower. Just let me 
take your mower home, if you'd avoid dis- 
asters; I studied mowing grass in 
Rome, beneath the grand old 
masters.’’ 

*Tis thus with everything man 
tries; he cannot shear a gander, 
but what he gets some counsel 
wise from innocent bystander. 

I like to weave into a song 
some chestnuts old and older, 
until the Aleck comes along and 
gazes o’er my shoulder. 

**Your every stanza has a fault,’’ 
I hear the Aleck sighing; ‘‘your 
rhythm’s lame and blind and halt, 
your rhymes are law defying. 
You try to follow after Pope, by 
futile folly blinded; a kid could 
turn out better dope, though he 
were feeble-minded.”’ 

I throw that Aleck down the 
stairs, who would with kicks as- 
sail me, and pelt him with the 
rugs and chairs, but naught does 
itavail me. Another Aleck comes 
along, the former’s fate forgotten; 
he reads the verses of my song 


and says the same are rotten. We all are 
prone to overlook the work another’s doin’ 
and whisper in his ear, ‘‘Gadzook! Your 
mind must bea ruin! If I should do such 
work as that, forever I should rue it. Just 
stand aside, poor, worthless flat—I'll show 
you how to do it!’’ 

Now, when we see the toiler sweat, why 
not come up a-smiling and say, ‘‘You are 
the one best bet! Your style is sure be- 
guiling!’’ 

Feminine Foibles 


On the clubhouse porch before any woman's tour- 
nament, 


66 F THEY refuse to raise my handicap, I 
won't play again.”’ 

‘It’s ridiculous for Mrs. Smith to have 
eighteen when she goes around in ninety- 
five or less.’’ 

‘*I was up all night with the baby, so of 
course I won't be able to hit a balloon.’’ 

** Drawing last year’s champion in the first 
round puts me out. Just like my luck!’’ 

‘*Do you suppose she ever has a new ball?’’ 

‘*‘No! They say her father is so tight, 
he won't let her buy any.”’ 

**Oh, he’s the man who kept his clubs in 
a hole under the clubhouse porch, so he 
needn't pay for a locker.’’ 

**The idea of my playing scratch when I 
haven’t been on the links three times this 
year!’’ 

‘*I call it outrageous not to wear a petti- 
coat under that thin skirt!’’ 

‘**You must watch her score carefully. 
She plays six strokes in a bunker, and then 
calmly announces that she made the hole 
in seven.’’ 

‘*I could do well, too, if I spent every 
day and all day practicing.’’ 

‘*Positively Walter pays all her club 
bills.’’ 

‘‘If my score is over a hundred, I shall 
tear my card up.’’ 





‘* Boy, do many of the members make this course in eighty ?’’ 
** Only w’en dey goes ‘round alone, sir.’’ 





The Bud Letters 


By BURGES JOHNSON 


Dewr Fhuswre 


*‘The caddie master has given me that 
boy who hiccoughs again, and I can’t keep 
my eye on the ball when he carries on that 
way.”’ 

**I called ‘Fore,’ so it wasn’t my fault if 
she was hit.’’ 

**Such nerve for the Peters woman to ask 
me to stay for lunch! I have never called.”’ 

**Doesn’t Maud know it’s against the 
rules to jump up and down on the green to 
make her ball drop in the hole when it is 
hanging on the edge?’’ 

‘“*No; and some day I shall tell 
her not to sole her club in a 
bunker, either.’’ 

**She ought to be disqualified for 
wearing such a hat.”’ 

“‘It is certainly aggravating to 
have Matilda say, ‘Nice drive!’ 
when her own was fifty yards 
longer.’’ 

**The washing is frightfully ex- 
pensive when one has to wear a 
clean skirt and shirtwaist daily.’’ 

**She purposely walked in front 
of me on the ninth hole while I 
was putting.’’ 

*“*Can you imagine riding ten 
miles to town as hot as she is, 
without taking a bath?’’ 

‘‘It is impossible to do a thing 
with some one buzzing in your ear 
every minute.”’ 

**You drive first!’ 

**No; you drive!’’ 

**Time, ladies!’’ 

—Kate B. Burton. 
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ARRY loved golf and Elinor, or Elinor and golf. Precedence 
was uncertain. When he was with Elinor away from golf, 

the game lost something of its vital appeal; and when he was with 
golf away from Elinor, she was a subconscious, though always a 
charming, entity. When trying to teach Elinor golf—a task he 
had for some time pursued—Harry was in heaven, as he was to-day. 





He had made the opening drive, as usual, just to show her how 
to swing on the ball, which now carried far and true to a good 
position. Her drives always had been eccentric. 

‘Really, Harry,’’ said she, as they walked toward the point of 
action, ‘‘I never shall like golf.’’ 

‘*‘Don’t give it up, please.’” There was a light in his eyes due 














either to golf or to love—or to both. She 
wore a very becoming pout as she replied, 

**If you could only think less of the game! 
If you would spend more time socially—in- 
doors, I mean. If you only liked dancing 
half as well!’’ 

‘“‘Dancing! Breathing vitiated air and 
absorbing the dust kicked up when you 
want a bit of refreshment! Not for me! 
You'll like golf when you strike your game. 
Here’s your mashie. Let’s see you pitch 
beyond that trap.’’ 

Elinor topped the ball, which fluttered to 
the pit. While playing she was either hum- 
ming a dance tune or practicing a tango 
step. It took eight before she holed. And 
so it continued. Her putting was ghastly. 
She sliced, hooked and foozled. Truly, 
Harry must have been in love to follow 
suggestion with suggestion, all unheeded, 
and to excuse in a tone that could be con- 
strued as compliment. 

‘Oh, dear!’’ she cried upon the final 
green. ‘‘I’m tired out!’’ Yet she de- 
scribed a movement of the Opera 
Tango as they started for home. 

**I’ve waited until to-day,’’ said 
Harry nervously, ‘‘the time you set, 
you know, to ask if you’ve made up 
your mind.’’ 

**T’ll never learn golf, dear,’’ she 
replied, ‘‘and what would you do 
with a wife who couldn’t play the 
game?’’ 

**I’d play enough for us both.”’ 

‘*Then I'd be a golf widow, eh?’’ 

‘‘That’s an exaggeration of the 
humorists. The weather isn’t al- 
ways fit. And then there are even- 
ings. I know we could be happy.’’ 

“Suppose I should like to dance 
now and then? I mean while we 
were engaged.’’ 

‘*What objection could I have to 
that, even after wc were married, if 
you didn’t demur to golf?’’ 

**Well, then—y-e-s!”’ 

They were crossing a field, near- 
ing a tall hedge. Sheltered for the 
moment, ‘‘yes’’ was duly sealed 
then and there. Elinor counted half 
a dozen kisses and called a truce. 


**Will you play to-morrow?’’ asked Harry 
as they entered the highway. 

**What time?’’ 

*‘I’ll drop around at ten on my way.’”’ 
They were neighbors. 

**Look in at the cozy window as you pass. 
If I’m not in sight, you’ll know I’ve gone 
to town. I’ve a lot of shopping I’ve neg- 
lected.’’ 

Harry would have kissed her again in the 
open as they parted if an auto hadn’t swung 
into view. Autos are always rubbering. 

The next day at ten Harry looked in at 
the window of the cozy room. Elinor, who 
had seen him approach, was behind a cur- 
tain, where she remained. He left witha 
sigh. 

As Harry was making his opening drive 
in a foursome, Elinor was speeding in Char- 
ley’s car toward Recreation Inn. Here she 
and Charley had a dainty luncheon. Then 
they danced. And danced. And danced. 
Here, also, they dined, after which they 
danced again. 





‘*This is the life, eh?’’ cried Charley on 
the way back. He was driving at great 
speed. 

**We’ve had a 1-o-v-e-l-y time,’ 
Elinor. 

‘*The same program to-morrow?’’ 

**Not to-morrow. Maybe next day.’’ 

Charley slowed down for a little tender 
conversation before reaching Elinor’s neigh- 
borhood. He gave her a soft glance as he 
helped her out, and another as he backed 
and turned his car. He even looked back 
tenderly when on his way. 

The next day Elinor took another golf 
lesson with Harry, and at the hedge was 
kissed by him. The day following she rode 
and danced with Charley. 

And thus it went, Harry steadily be- 
coming more zealous and expert at golf 
and Elinor more ardent and clever as a 
dancer. 

Charley proposed marriage. 
mind is a mystery. 

Elinor married Harry. 


” assented 


A woman’s 





Caddie—Derr’s jes’ one t’ing "bout yer drive, boss. Yah oughta git more beef into it 
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Filling a Long-Felt Want 


T HAS always been my ambition to go down in 
history as abenefactor. Thanks to a happy 
inspiration, my dream is to be realized. Unless 
there is an error somewhere in my calculations, 
I am going to hand posterity the greatest inven- 
tion since T. R. invented truth. 

Behold 12 wie the inventor of the radium golf ball. If there 
ever was a Long-Felt Want filled, the radium golf ball fills it. 

Can you imagine a radium golf ball, for instance, hiding be- 
neath a tuft of grass, while the caddies, your partner, your an- 
tagonists and seven impatient persons playing behind you scrutin- 
ize the earth over a ten-acre radius, trying to find it? 

Can you picture a radium golf ball nestling along the bottom of 
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‘DON’T GIVE UP THE SHIP!”’ 





a pebble-lined gully and quietly passing itself off as a rock, while 
you slowly undermine your mentality wondering if you could have 
missed the stroke entirely, after all? 

Can you fancy your caddie surreptitiously crunching a radium 
golf ball into the soil with his foot, while ostensibly trying to 
fathom the mystery of its disappearance, only to breed suspicion 




















= We 
9] o 4/ 
\ 


\ ing 






\t 
Me 

Ay 

rend bel 





“~ 






- — 
eo — 
a 


— ° J _ 
: SP Dy Ee —— 1 — s 
> ve‘ A __ &@ ——_ 
A . a << wn ma 









‘* Harold, how often must I ask you not to stop directly in front of these 
shops? They double their prices immediately they see one drive up in a car.’’ 


and ill feeling in the club by selling it to the first friend who 
comes along playing through? 

Indeed, no! A radium ball, scintillating like a 17,000-candle- 
power shirt stud, will be so aggressively visible that even a New 
York detective couldn’t overlook it. Moreover, the radium ball 
will remove one tremendous handicap to the game that has long 
weighted the hearts of golfomaniacs with sorrow; it will make 
all-night golf possible! 

Expensive? Only relatively. The saving on lost balls will pay 
for a pair of radium balls in one season, with radium at its pres- 
ent price of $97,000 per ounce. And the mental relief and moral 
uplift of a non-losable ball are beyond all sordid calculation. 

Hail to the radium golf ball! Saver of money, mind and mor- 
als, and inaugurator of twenty-four-hour golf!_w. Kee Maxwell. 











Caddie Cupid 


OW THAT dawns are fair, 
Now that noons are sunny, 

Bird song in the air, 

Bees a-hoarding honey, 
What has Cupid done, 

Roguish little laddie? 
Just (he says) for fun, 

Cupid has turned caddie! 


Trippingly he fares; 

Putter, cleek and brassie 
O’er the links he bears 

For a bonnie lassie. 
Cunning in his eye, 

Pert in cap and plaidie, 
Mischievous and sly, 

Cupid has turred caddie! 


Yet I’m filled with glee; 

Days no more are grewsome. 
Life henceforth will be 

An eternal ‘‘twosome.”’ 
For you will divine, 

Through this cannie laddie, 











Madge—Why did you decide on the shore instead of the mountains? 
Maud—Because, my dear, I had absolutely nothing to wear. 





Lass and game are mine— 
Cupid has turned. caddie! 
—Clinton Scollard. 











DIPLOMACY W IN S 


t Vendicant \h beautiful lady, just to look it you is harity ! (H gets a dime ) 


Ladu—l| haven't a penny, my good man 
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Motherly party—So you stayed right on in Paris, even though the German army was near! 
Flo Furbelowe—Well, auntie, how could | leave? | was having a costume made at Machin's! 


Speaking of Golf 

MAN may at all times be able to con- 
trol his wife, or a bank, or one wing 
of a political party; but if he goes on the 
green without knowing the 
game of golf, he mayconsider 
himself not much more suffi- 
cient than the lowliest inter- 
loper. It is not argued that 
the game should be learned 
before going near one, but 
all the fundamental princi- 
ples must be gathered into 
the mind while no one is 
around, except possibly a member of the 
immediate family or some other close friend 

who is already aware of your ignorance. 
Golf must always be played in the first per- 
son. However, if one feels disinclined or 
indisposed to playing the entire circuit of 
holes, he may at small cost hire some good 
man to go around for him, while he sits in 
the shade at the last hole and waits the re- 
sult. Golf is more simple than checkers, 
though hardly as safe a game; however, the 
only likelihood of a casualty is the liability 

of the golfer walking himself to death. 

Progress and prudence are the watch- 
words in playing golf. One feature that 
makes it superior to baseball is that the 
player may hit the ball, or hit at it, as the 
case may be, as many times as he chooses, 
without striking out. No umpire is needed 





in a golf game, the only possible opening 
for an argument being between the player 
and the caddie, and as the latter’s mind is 
usually on something far away, the player 
has much the advantage. 

Golf develops self-restraint, it being 
against the by-laws to swear in the pres- 
ence of the boy or in hearing distance of 
the other players, now far in the lead. 

At the teeing of a ball the player must 
gather all the strength and courage he has, 
in the one grand effort to knock it as far 
as possible. It is his high hope to swat it 
so hard and so true that it will go bound- 
ing over the green, jumping ditches here 
and climbing hills yonder, until it brings 
itself to a halt within a few inches of the 
next hole. But this requires a great deal 
of skill and some imagination, as golf balls 
have a way of straying off, like many chil- 
dren, in some other than the desired direc- 
tion. It is only after they have received 
many hard knocks and light taps that they 
drop into the hole. In some cases it is per- 
missible to pick up the ball and drop it 
gently into the hole. This requires skill, 
as it must be done while no one is looking. 
This is called playing golf by hand. 

Golf reduces the fat and builds up the 
lean, broadens the mind, widens the feet 


- and develops a farmhand appetite that 


must be satisfied at the clubhouse hard by. 


—George Bingham. 


The Score 


SWUNG the club with all my force, 
When starting round the Midland 
course. 
I hit the ground while on the tee, 
And broke my club—that cost me 3.00 


Next time I hit the tiny pill 

And aimed it at a distant hill, 

The ball was lost—an awful drive— 

And I was stung for .85 


And just a moment after that 

A speeding golf ball smashed my hat. 

This golfing game is mighty fine— 

The hat had cost 3.49 


And then it started in to rain, 

And rained with all its might and main; 
This pasture pool is sure great fun— 

To press my suit cost even 1.00: 


This game of golf is fine, they say; 
But me for tennis or croquet! : 
Some games cost less and some cost 
more, 
But this one cost 8.34 
—Claude H. Gamble. 


Caught ! 

Thomson (overtaking Jonson on the lat- 
ter’s issue from a feminine friend’s house) 
—What’s the trouble, dear chap—a misun- 
derstanding? 

Jonson (gloomily )}—Exactly—a miss un- 
derstanding! , 
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Seaside Sights 
for Sighing Servitors 


F business interferes with pleasure, 
let these richly colored prints bring 
the seashore to you. Or, if you 
are one of the “maddening throng,” 

let them remind you, during the pay days 
to come of the play days of the “Good 
Old Summer Time.” 
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THE PUP..- 


“I’m Gonna Stick Around’’ 


One of those rare things—a ‘“‘funny”’ poster 
that is really funny. You'll never pass it with- 
out a chuckle. In full colors, 9x12, double 


mounted on heavy, white mat, 25 
11x14, ready to frame .............+4. S 





“Dry Goods’’ 


James Montgomery Flagg believes the mo- 
dern girl doesn’: need her mother to tell her, 
‘not to go near the water.”” And you’ll agree 
that the beach is a mighty fine setting for her. 
In full colors, 9x12, double mounted 2 
on heavy white mat, ready to frame Cc 


SPECIAL LIMITED OFFER 
We will send either of the above pic- 
tures to you for 25c a copy or both, “I’m 
Gonna Stick Around” and “Dry Goods,” 

and a Judge Art Print, Cata- 50 
BNET WINE isis se nabbibannauuunibdenadiinn Cc 
The Catalog contains 62 reproductions in miniature beauti- 
fally printed in sepia, on India tint paper. The cost is 10c a 


copy, but you may obtain it free in connection with the 
above offer. 


S nomen 





JUDGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York — 


Ballade of Golfing Curses 


[This is the end of every man’s desire.—Sirinburne.] 
HE CURSE of rotten driving: when you 
pray 
That you may soak the ball upon the 
nose— 


Then hook it to the long and uncut hay, 

Or slice it where the forest flower blows, 
Or flub it so it scarcely clears your toes, 
Until your thoughts are murderous and dire, 

And heart and brain with helpless anger 
glows: 
This is the golfer’s ultimate desire! 


The curse of poor approaching: when no ray 
Of hope can light the burden of your woes; 
When all your strokes go skidding far astray, 
Or seek the spot whereon the sand trap 
grows, 
Or leap into the nearest brook which flows, 
Or fall too short, or burrow in the mire, 
Or vanish for a rest beneath the rose: 
This is the golfer’s ultimate desire! 


The curse of sloppy putting: when you play 
As though your wrists were made of rub- 

ber hose; 

When each putt rims the cup and hops away, 
Or scurries like a hare before its foes, 
Or, like a puppy wakened from a doze, 

Rolls weakly round and soon begins to tire 
And knows not what it does nor where it 

goes: 

This is the golfer’s ultimate desire! 

ENVOY 

Ah, liefer would I vegetate with those 
Who play with dolls or strum upon a lyre 

Than have my game go stale and decompose: 
This is the golfer’s ultimate desire! 

—K. L. Roberts. 


No Proof 
She—I believe she’s in love with Willy! 
He—Why? 
She—I saw her kissing him. 
He (sapiently)—Pooh! That’s no proof. 


I Played Alone 


64—N HOW many strokes,’’ you ask ‘‘was 
that second secured?’’ 

I’m surprised at such from you—you to 
truthlessness inured ! 

Did you think that I would tell just exactly 
how things went 

With no other human eye on my awful fooz- 
ling bent? 

**Piffle!’’ in my harshest tone. 

Ask me not—I played alone! 


On my honor, you declare, you would know 
how many licks 

I required to cross the stream—whether it 
was nine or six. 

And you ask me, man to man, whether in 
the sand I struck; 

Whether with my mashie stroke, getting 
out, I’d any luck. 

Peace—the secret is my own. 

Ask me not—I played alone! 


Played you never by yourself, with some 
change for caddie’s palm? 

Know you not one may forget certain things, 
without a qualm? 

Have you never spurned the truth, salving 
conscience some old way, 

When you played the eighteen holes ina 
quarter of a day? 

Is your head of solid bone? 

No? Then hush! I played alone.—s. G. 








Egg View Notes 
uae SPOOR, who assisted Bill Waite, 
our grocer, in giving his stock an ex. 
ceedingly careful going over Wednesday, 
spent most of his time picking inferior 
articles and his teeth. 

There is some talk here of having a tele. 
phone line extended from Pollywog to Egg 
View. There will be lots more talk, if it jg 
done. —Leslie Van Every. 


The Worst of It 


Flubdub—Running into debt must be 
most annoying. 

Borrowell—Not half so annoying as the 
fact that a fellow is constantly running into 
his creditors. 


Tested 


‘*Them was nice folks you waited on, 
Mamie, ain’t they?’’ 

“*No, no, dear! Appearances is deceitful, 
They didn’t have no charge account. Paid 
cash for everything.’’ 


Some Reflections as to Golf 


POLITICIAN’S game of golf 
Must be of errors full, 
If he attempt to pull it off 
Relying on his ‘‘pull.’’ 


The baker’s game of golf will end 
In pie, I sadly fear, 

If on the ‘‘slice’’ he shall depend 
To keep his record clear. 


The water-power man, my son, 
Can’t be a golfer true, 

If he by chance relies upon 
His ‘‘dams’’ to carry through. 


The undertaker, be it said, 
Hath not the golfer’s soul, 

Who weeps at foemen ‘‘lying dead 
Before the final hole.’’ 


The doctor should not play the game, 
Nor spoon nor brassey touch, 

If any mischance of the same 
His patients tries too much. 


The aviator should not try 
The putting green or fair, 
For no man has the golfer’s eye 
Who ‘‘goes up in the air.’’ 


The novelist should never play, 

Nor truly should the bard. 
Suspicion lurks along the way 

Where ‘‘romance’’ gilds the ‘‘ card.” 


The Irishman upon the links 
Should really not be seen, 
If of his flag too much he thinks 
To tread upon the green. 
—McGregor Mactavish McNab. 


A Possible Solution 


‘‘How can a man be as stupid as that 
fellow and live?’’ 

‘*Some of the men at the club have 4 
theory that he was raised on a vacuum 
bottle.’’ 


Solving the Problem 


A cross-eyed man, in running up, 
No trouble finds at all— 

He keeps one eye upon the cup, 
The other on the ball. 





























Laughs from Other Lands 





Copyright, Fliegende Blaetter 


Richly Blessed 


Hausfrau (zur Besucherin, die eben ins Zimmer 
treten will)—Einen Auge nblic k, lie be Freundin, ich 
radme eben paar Kinder aus 'm w ag! 


Mother (to a visitor who is just entering) 
—Just one moment, my dear. I am just 
putting a few children away! — Fliegende 
Blaetter (Munich). 











Sexton (to young farmer who has called 
to arrange for the christening of his child) 
—Doantee bring ’e Toosday—vicar be fish- 
ing o’ Toosday. 

Farmer—Well, then, say Monday. 

; Sexton—Noa—not Monday. Font’ll be 
4 full o’ minnows Monday.—Punch (London). 

















Ne Surrender! 
Her elder sister—Miarjorie, how dare you? 
Get off Major Snorter’s knee at once! 


Marjorie—Sha’n’t! 


I got here first.— 
Sketch (London). 














Heavy Eating Needs 
Schlitz in Brown Bottles 


Heavy meals mean more or less indigestible 
food. Schlitz is a great aid to digestion. 
Start drinking it with your meals. 

You’ll notice from your first glass an added 
enjoyment of your food, and you'll feel 
immediately 


The Beneficial Effects 
of Good Beer 


on your digestion. 


Schlitz in Brown Bottles is all healthfulness, 
it is pure and wholesome. The Brown Bottle 
protects Schlitz’ purity from the damaging 
effects of light from the brewery to your glass. 
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See that crown is 
branded “Schlitz” 





Order a case today 


The Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous 
HOTEL IMPERIAL 


ROBERT STAFFORD 
BROADWAY, 3lst TO 32nd STREET, NEW YORK 
At Herald Square, the radial center of transportation to all parts of the city. One block from 
Pennsylvania Station, a few minutes from Grand Central ‘Terminal. Subway, Surface and 
Elevated Service direct to the hotel, which is in the midst of the fashionable theater and shop- 
ping districts. = 4 HOTEL HOME — $1.50 A DAY AND UP 
Special Luncheon $ .75. Dinner de Luxe $1.50 
Write for Booklet and Free Pocket Map of City 
—— D. ROCKEFELLER, Manager FRANK H. WIGGINS, Assistant Manager 


FREE TAXI SERVICE DIRECT TO HOTEL IMPERIAL FOR ARRIVING GUESTS 
FROM GRAND CENTRAL AND PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD TERMINALS. 








Dancing Da..cing 
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Make Your Dollar Produce More in a | 











New York City Hotel 


$2 50 PER A pleasant room, with private bath, facing large 
eee. LAY open court. 


(Not one room, but one hundred of them.) 


$3 00 PER’ An excellent room, with private bath, facing Street, 
eee. DAY Southern exposure. 


(Not one room, but eighty-seven of them.) 


Also attractive Room without bath for $1.50 per 
day. The Restaurant prices are most moderate. 











LOCATION 


One minute from five of the largest department stores. Five minutes’ walk from 19 principal 
theatres. Within a block of the Fifth Avenue shopping district. Every line of transportation 
passes the door. Fifth Avenue Bus lines and principal surface lines. The Hudson Tubes 
across the street. Elevated Railroad Station across the street. Subway Station three minutes 
away. Grand Central Station within seven minutes. Pennsylvania Railroad Station just one 
block away. For convenience one could ask no more. 


THE HOTEL 


600 ROOMS EVERYTHING NEW AND MODERN. A FIVE 
DOLLAR HOTEL EQUIPPED TO SATISFY THE 
400 BATHS EXACTING TASTE. 


All Baggage Transferred Free to and from Pennsylvania Station. 


™. HOTEL MARTINIQUE 


On Broadway 32nd to 33rd Streets, NEW YORK 


CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, President WALTER CHANDLER, JR., Manager 
WALTER 5S. GILSON, Vice-President 
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Two 

Sizes— 
44 and 5}¢ ins- 
Extra Size—8 inches 
(black only) $1.25. 

FREE—liberal supply of ink with 
retail orders. 
J. J. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St., New York 


“sieck “Vulcan” Ink Pencils 


The ONLY perfect, non-leakable 
ink pencils at moderate 
prices, 

Order $ 
today 
ing a delight. It is the greatest comfort discovery of the 


Agents Wanted. Big Profits. Sold everywhere, 25c. Don’t accept any substitute. 











WHEN YOUR FEET ACHE 


From Corns, Bunions, Sore or Callous Spots, Blisters, 
New or tight shoes, try Allen’s Foot-Ease, the antiseptic 
powder to be shaken into the shoes. It will give instant relief 
to Tired, Aching, Swollen, Tender Feet, and make walk- 


age. 
For 


FREE sample address, Allen S. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y. 












The Keeley Treatment 


TAKES AWAY THE 
APPETITE FOR DRUGS OR DRINK 


Drunkenness and drug using are nervous diseases. Our scientific treatment restores nerve cells 
to original unpoisoned conditions—does not nauseate. No inconvenience experienced in discon- 
tinuing the use of our remedies. Half a million successfully treated in thirty-five years. 


FOR INFORMATION WRITE TO FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES: 


Hot Springs, ark. Rilexi, Miss. Cotambus, Ohio 

Les Angeles, Cal., Marsh- Strong Bldg. Dwight, I. Oklahoma City, Okla. 

San Franciseo, Cal.. Douglas Bidg Marion, Ind. Philadelphia, Pa., 812 N. Broad St. 

Jacksonville, Fla, Plainfield, Ind. Pittsbarg, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave 

Grand Rapids, Mich. Crab Orchard, Ky Omaha. Neb. Cor. 25th and Cass Sts 
788-25 Ottawa Ave., N. W. Portiand, Maine Salt Lake City, Utah 


Seattle, Wash 
Wankesha, Wis. 
Winnipeg. Man. 
Gautemala City. Guat. 
Mexico City, Mexico 
London, England 





He Who Hesitates 


T THE tee-off I met Tessie; 
She was waiting, so was I, 
For the maidens, mazed and messy, 
To dislodge the ball so shy. 
Tessie caught my eye obliquely, 
Then, on facing, caught it straight; 
But she caught my heart, more likely, 
Saying, ‘‘ How they hesitate!’ 


With my sight blurred by the flashes 
From her eyes, I took my stand. 
Drove the spheroid? Nay, my smashes 
Were delayed. I dug the land! 

Thoughts of love in heaven rated 
In my bosom crept and tossed. 
*Cause of Tess I hesitated— 
Hesitated—and was lost! 
—A. Walter Utting, 


Game 
ER LONG, sweeping eyelashes wavered, 
Hés square, firmly set jaw quivered, 

They looked at the wistaria—wreathed as 
though angels had garlanded them there~ 
on the tall pine trees of the Carolina woods, 
The wind sighed through the forest. 

**T have long considered asking you to be 
my wife,’’ he said. 

‘‘Is that a threat or a suggestion?’’ she 
softly asked. 

**Neither,’’ he declared. ‘‘It is an intro. 
duction to an important proposition which 
I have to make to you.’”’ 

**And the proposition is’’ 

‘‘Is this: I should like you to feel that 
you are entertaining my proposal with a 
full knowledge on your part of all the prem- 
ises, provisions, considerations and conse- 
quential relations involved. In short and 
to wit, as follows: I am as poor asI am 
proud; business is bad, and I see no more 
signs of making a fortune suited to your 
beauty than I do of having such a fortune 
at this moment. I am, in the business 
world, a flivver. Will you marry me?’”’ 

She looked at him with a slowly dawning 
horror in her scintillant eyes; her lissome 
figure shrank from his touch; her breath 
came in short, quick gasps. ‘‘Then why— 
do you ask—me to marry you?’’ 

‘*Because I love you.”’ 

**Is that all?’’ 

‘*That is all.’’ 

The crimson of the skies faded, faded. 
A bird began its night song. The winds 
came sweeter, cooler. The fragrance of 
the pine forest encompassed them. 

‘*How much money have you?”’ she asked, 
at last. 

‘*A hundred and six dollars besides my 
fare back to New York.’’ 

She pondered. Her voice, when she 
spoke, was fine, keen, challenging. “! 
dare you to marry me!’’ 

‘*I accept the dare!’’ 

His arms infolded her. 





. * > > > > 
(Six years later) ‘‘Darling, have I made 
you happy?”’ 


‘*Very happy.”’ 

‘*And you do not regret our marriage?” 

** Absolutely no.’’ 

‘‘And would marry me again if again 
you had your choice?”’ 

‘*Positively.”’ ‘ 

(Puzzle: Locate the liar in the above 
dialogue. ) —Fred Ladd. 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 


Curbside Comment 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


Political Impudence 

ROM time to time the horrors that prevail under equal suffrage leak 

out and strike terror into the hearts of those sleek gentlemen who 
blic office to work. In a private letter a woman of Verbana, 
Iil., tells of the impudence of the woman voter in her town. Verbana, 
it seems, is a county seat with a native population of ten thousand and 
with an additional university population of six thousand souls. Ata 
woman’s club the day before the last municipal election, an appeal was 
made to the members to vote for the re-election of the mayor, whose 
name was Bronerd. 

Some of the women objected to pledging themselves, not on the 
ground, as one would naturally suppose, that the gentleman was not 
handsome enough, but for the reason that they had not understood some 
of the acts of his administration. The suggestion was made that per- 


haps an explanation would 
OFF RS 
PIOVETMENYN 


prefer pu 


make a difference and that 
it might be well to have the 
mayor come and give it in 
person. Accordingly he was 
telephoned for, responded at 
once, and for over an hour 
answered all questions as to 
his policiés and procedures. 

This, of course, was a 
horrible thing, since we all 
know that woman’s brain is 
so flabby that she ought to 
follow in the intellectual 
footsteps of her sire or her 
spouse and not attempt 
original investigation. But 
what can one expect of a 
community where our wom- 
an correspondent further 
tells us ‘‘the polling places 
are invariably in church 
basements’’? Very little, indeed, in the way of those musty conven- 
tions and time-worn precedents that are so dear to the hearts of many 
of our compatriots. 





HOLDING THEM BACK 


His Class 
E HAD begun golfing with his wife. The two had played very 
badly together, for they were both rank novices. 

He had played somewhat grumblingly, saying, 

“I'll never learn the game, playing with a woman. I might as 
well have skirts on, myself. I have to stop and lend you my knife to 
slit a sleeve that pinches the forearm, I have to tie your shoes now and 
then, I have to be sorry when you make a rotten stroke, I have to keep 
still when you take a wrong stance—I have to be a sort of general com- 
forter and spiritual adviser and ladies’ maid and companion and valet 
and everything else. I’ll never learn until I play with other Men.’’ 

Just like that, he said it—with a cap em. 

She was rather meek about it and agreed with him, as wise women 
all should appear to do with that kind of husband. 

So the next day he went out to play with a bunch of men, while 
she, with a caddie, made the round alone. 

When she was working away on the sixth hole, busily removing 
divots, his manly but wilted form hove in sight over a hillock. He 
was carrying his bag of clubs. 

“Quit, dearie?’’ she asked. 

“*Yeah,’’ he replied. ‘s 

“‘Want to play with me again?”’ 

“‘Nah,’’ he answered. ‘‘After what those men players said, I’m 
— fer some little child to play with. I am trying to get into my 
class.’’ 


On the Eligible List 
She—If I marry, it must be a man with a message. 
He—Well, I used to be a district telegraph boy. 


5 REASONS 


FOR SUPERIORITY 


No. 4 
INTRINSIC VALUE 


The economies of 
enormous production 
and the manufacture 
of their own bottles, 
cases, etc., make it 
possible for the Dis- 
tiller to sell the superb 
quality of 


BLACK & WHITE 


Scotch Whisky 


at a moderate Price 


1 Baas 




















The Highest Standard 
of Quality 














CUMBERLAND 








HOTEL 
™ a (la the Center of Atteaction) 


BROADWAY AT 54TH STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y. 
Near 50th Street Subway and 53rd Street Elevated 


NEW MODERN FIREPROOF 


All outside rooms. Every room 
has private bath. Every 5athroom 
has outside window. Hardwood 
polished floors thruout. Oriental 
rugs in every room. Most home- 
like and best hotel accommodations 
in New York. Rates Reasonable. 


$2.50 with bath, and up 





TEN MINUTES’ WALK TO 
40 THEATRES 


Excellent 
Restaurant 


Send for Booklet 


HARRY P. STIMSON . 
(Formerly with Hotel Imperial) 


Prices 
Moderate 





Only New York Hotel Window Screened Throoot 




















Clut 


Cocktails. 


There is a vast 
difference be- 
tween a mild degree of pleasure and 
a full degree of delight. 


The difference between the guess-work cock- 
tail—quite frequently palate-repelling mixture 


—and the smooth, mellow, pleasurable cock- 
tail, is embodied in every bottle of CLUB 
COCKTAILS — unvarying, always the same 
choice liquors,always the same gratifying flavor. 


Measured to the drop, aged in wood, blended 
of fine, matured liquors. Have you tried the 
Bronx and Dubonnet varieties > 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 
Importers of the famous Brand’s A-1 Sauce 








Me MANHATTAN BEACH 


“SWEPT BY OCEAN BREEZES” 

NEW YORK’'S MOST POPULAR AND 
FASHIONABLE RESORT BY-THE-SEA 
Temperature seldom varies from 70 degrees, Within the 

city limits, half hour by train, one hour by auto, 
Mercadante's Concerts 

Tennis Courts Sailing Outdoor Restaurant 

Surt Bathing Carage Deep Sea Fishing 


Oriental Hotel 


NOW OPEN EUROPEAN PLAN 
Thes Dansants Wednesday and Saturday afternoons, and 
Evening Dances, Dinner Dances at frequent’ intervals, 
under personal direction of Mrs. Ruth Runnion. 

Auto roads direct to hotel entrance 
JOSEPH P. GREAVES, Manager 
Florida East Coast Hotel Co, 
Telephone, 1000 Coney Island 








NOW OPEN 





“BATH HOUSE 23” “KEEP OUT”, 
OUR LATEST NOVELTY. 


Bath house in wood veneer with 
swinging door and brass fastener; 
size 5 x 8 inches; with the door open 
you see a beautiful, hand colored 
picture of an Ostend bathing girl. 


Comes boxed, prepaid, for 25c 
to introduce our new catalog of 
pictures for The Den, “all wine 
mers!"’ Catalog alone l0c. Stamps 
accepted. 


CELEBRITY ART CO., 











37 Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 
Revives, refreshes 


A L and invigorates 


Bunker Hill Breweries, Boston 
Established 1821 
Send for Booklet 


PARK & TILFORD 
= ; New York Distributors 
WANTED—AN IDEA! 


WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” and “ How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 




















Yarns of the Ballplayers 


Rhy ED A. GOEWEY 





Jimmy Archer, Chicago Nationals 


IMMY ARCHER, star backstop of the 
Cubs and one of the niftiest catchers 
in the big show to-day, has a fund of good 
stories on tap. One of them runs like this: 
‘*Some years ago the Chicago club, then 
managed by Frank Selee, was training out 
on the Pacific coast, and with them was a 
skinny youngster who was striving in a 
feeble way to play the infield. He was 
worried and discouraged, said he guessed 
he wasn’t quite ripe for the big league, and 
asked his boss to leave him on the coast, 
so he could get a year’s added experience 
in the smaller time. Selee consented and 
offered him to the Los Angeles team. The 
management of this outfit, however, refused 
him, asserting that the kid was about Class 
Z caliber, and so the youth came back East 
with the Cubs. His name was Johnny 
Evers, and he has done enough since to 
make him laugh every time he hears Los 
Angeles mentioned. 

**One of the funniest baseball incidents 
which ever came my way took place some 
time ago, while I was witnessing a game of 
ball between two nines made up of inmates 
of a State prison. One of the convicts was 
a first-class hitter, but he was woefully slow 
on his feet and had hard work getting to 
first on his bingles. Throughout the game 
his captain urged him to show more speed, 
but he merely grinned and took things easy. 
In the ninth inning, with the score a tie 
and two out, he slammed the ball for what 
should have been a safe hit, and as it 
looked like the beginning of a batting rally, 
there was general disgust on the part of his 
teammates when he ran so slowly that he 
was put out. As he came back to the 
bench, the manager jumped up, ran toward 
him and roared, 

‘**Why didn’t you hurry, as I told you? 
Do you think you’ve got all the time in the 
world?’ 

***Oh, I’ve got enough,’ was the answer. 

***Whatdaya mean, you’ve got enough?’ 

***Well, I’ve got twenty years more,’ was 
the laggard’s smiling answer. 

**One day, while recovering from an in- 
jury, I sat in the grandstand and watched 
fourteen innings of a game in which neither 
side had scored arun. As the boys ran out 
to start the fifteenth, a man, all out of 
breath, dashed up the runway and plumped 
himself into the seat beside me. 

***What’s the score?’ he panted. 

***Nothing, nothing, in the fourteenth,’ 
I said. 

***Oh, then, it’s all right,’ he answered. 
‘I didn’t miss much.’ ”’ 











Leslie 


Illustrated Week 
uatpaie by fewspaper 

















What War Means Th 
Women and Children 


LL the grim horror of it, the ap 
palling heartlessness of it, is por- 
trayed in this week’s Leslie’s— 


Not by words alone, but by pictures of such 
realism, of such intimate revelation, that they 
will bring to you a new and truer conception 
of the tax that the “‘Sport of Kings’’ bring 
to those ““back home,’’ than you've ever had 


Leslie's 


Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


abounds in illustrations that grip and inform. 
It keeps you abreast of the world’s affairs by 
the most interesting and graphic form by 
which news can be communicated—the vivid 
flash of the camera. 


In the same number, Leslie’s Staff Photographer, 
James H. Hare, has a page illustration of **Britain'’s 
Best Sons Off to War.” 


Then there are pictures of Uncle Sam’s fighting 
forces in manouvers, and a wealth of other illustm 
tions charged with human interest and entertaining 
information. 


At all newsstands, 10c¢ a 
copy or by the year for 
$5.00. Send the coupon. 


LESLIE'S J.—7-105 
225 Fifth Avenue 

New York 

Enclosed find $5.00, for which please send me Lesliés 
Jor one year. 
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With the College Wits 


Some Difference—/Jingo—Is there any 
difference between satisfied and contented? 
Bings—Is there? Well, I'm satisfied 
Billings is going to bring my girl to the 
m, but hanged if I’m contented.—Dart- 


mouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


Acrobat at the Breakfast Table—He—Say, 
that friend of yours from the West is the 
atest soup eater in the universe. 
She—Why, how’s that? 
He—Well, I’ve seen soup syphoned and 
led, but he’s the first one I ever saw 
who yodeled it.—Cornell Widow. 


Ready for a Game—‘*To-morrow, gentle- 
men,” said the professor in a lecture on 
taking notes, ‘‘I will bring in my cards and 
show you my card system.’”’ 

Voice—O. K., doc. Fetch some chips, 
and we'll have a regular party.—Pennsyl- 
vania Punch Bowl. 























This lady appears to be riding in her car, 
but asa matter of fact she never owned a 





car in her life. —Harvard Lampoon. 


The Invitation—‘‘ Hello, Mabel !’’ 

“Oh, hello, George !’’ 

**How are you, Mabel?’’ 

“Just fine! How’re you, George?’’ 

“Same. Say, Mabel, let’s go through 
the park this afternoon. What say?’’ 

**Well — ah-ah-ahem — I — I —ah—I’m 
kind of—well, I’m kind of tired, George.’’ 

“Then you won’t go?’’ 

“I’m so sorry, but, George, you under- 
stand just how it is, don’t you, George, 
dear?’’ 

“Yes, I guess so. I suppose I’ll have to 
ride with some one else, then.”’ 

**Ride?’”’ 

“Yes; my new eight-cylinder roadster 
came this morfiing.”’ 

“Oh, George! Did it really? Isn’t that 
just splendid? Say—ah—George, I guess 
I’m not as tired as I thought I was.’’ 

“‘Well, I wouldn’t take any chances if I 
were you, Mabel. It doesn’t pay. I’ll take 
some one else.’’ 

“But really, dear, I’m not tired a bit. 
Honestly.’’ 

“It’s sweet of you to say that, but I don’t 
want to take advantage of your kindness. 
Good-by, Mabel.’’ 

Mabel slammed the receiver viciously on 
the hook. ‘‘Darn it!’’ she muttered. “*Why 
didn’t he say so in the first place?’’—Mich- 
igan Gargoyle. 


Do You Inhale? 
Indeed, Clarice, I think it’s shocking 
That you should smoke like this; and yet 
(Believe me, truly, I’m not mocking)— 
I'd like to be that cigarette. 
— Williams Purple Cow. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its purity has made it famous ” 
We the case of six glass stoppered bottles. [apvr.] 
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1,000 ISLAND HOUSE 


Alexandria Bay, Jefferson County, New York 


art Th In the most enchanting spot in all America, where nature's 
In the He of the ousand Islands charms are rarest, all the delights of modern civilization are 
added in the 1,000 Island House. No hotel of the Metropolis provides greater living facilities or such !uxuricus com- 
fort—real HOME comfort—as does this palatial Summer retreat. An amusement for every hour, or quiet, complete 


rest, is the choice of every guest. All Drinking Water Used in the House is Filtered. 
Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


O. G. STAPLES, Proprietor WILLIAM WARBURTON, Mgr. 














THE 
Vavversut Hore F 


THIRTY FOURTH STREET 
AT PARK AVENUE 


New YORK 


An Hote! Designed 
to Appeal to the 
Conservative 
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SUNNY BROOK 


WEEE 


As A Pleasant Beverage and 
A Pure. Wholesome Tonic 


°2 


perature and isochronism. Enc: 


















All sizes for both 
men and women. The great Burlington Watch sent on 
simple request. Pay at the rate of $2.50 a month. You get the 
watch at the same price even the wholesale jeweler must pay. 


Write Today for Free Watch Book 


bandsome 
of all the newest in hes tha have to choose Your 
al designs in wa * . we to ¢ ‘ 


and address on a t this offer 



















50 A Month 
The master- 
ou = piece of watch 


manufacture—adjusted to 
the second, positiors, tem- 


at the factory into your choice of 
the exquisite new watch cases, 


19 Jewel 


Burlington 








HOTEL PURITA 


COMMONWEALTH AVE., BOSTON, near 
Massachusetts Ave. car lines and subway station 


T 
Distinctive Joston Wouse 


Some globe trotters have said that the Puritan te one of Ff 


the most attractive and homelike hotels in the world. 
Single rooms from $2. Combined sitting-room. bed- 
reem and bathroom from $4. Self contained suites. 
Your inquiries gladly auswered and booklet mailed 
E. P. CosTELLo. Manager. 














Stories with Smiles 


Such a Long Time Ago—He had just 
reached the philosophical stage, when he 
slipped into a restaurant between bars for a 
bit to eat. Heordered. Then he sat star- 
ing ahead, quietly thoughtful in expression, 
and waited. 

It is admitted he did some waiting, too. 
What happened to his order couldn’t be un- 
derstood outside the peculiar convolutions 
of a restaurant kitchen, but he spent half 
an hour sitting there staring ahead of him. 

At last it came. As the waitress put the 
order before him, he started from his deep 
study, as if he had forgotten he had an or- 
der coming. Then, looking up at the fair 
transporter of edibles, he said, 

**You don’t look a day older!’’—Pitts- 
burgh Chronicle- Telegraph. 


Easier to Spell—Young Arthur, the pride 
of the family, had been attending school 
all of six weeks, and his devoted parent 
thought it was high time he should find out 
how things were running. So he asked one 
afternoon, 

‘*And what did my little son learn about 
this morning?’’ 

*‘Oh, a mouse. Miss Wilcox told us all 
about mouses.’’ 

‘“*That’s the boy! Now, how do you 
spell mouse?’’ 

It was then that Arthur gave promise of 
being an artful dodger. He paused medi- 
tatively for a moment, then said, 

**Father, I guess I was wrong. It wasn’t 
a mouse teacher was telling us about. It 
was a rat.’’—Harper’s Magazine. 


Sufficiently Humbled—Mrs. Mellen did 
not wish to offend her new cook. 

**John,’’ she said to the man servant, 
**can you find out, without asking the cook, 
whether the tinned salmon was all eaten 
last night? You see, I don’t wish to ask 
her, because she may have eaten it, and 
then she would feel uncomfortable,’’ added 
the good soul. 

“If you please, ma’am,’’ replied the 
man, ‘‘the new cook has eaten the tinned 
salmon, and if you was to say anything to 
her, you couldn’t make her feel any more 
uncomfortable than she is.’’ — Christian 
Register. 


Was Not Qualified—‘‘I’ve been reading 
an article on electricity, John,’’ said the 
wife, as she laid down a copy of a technical 
magazine which she had been perusing, 
“‘and it appears before long we’ll be able to 
get pretty nearly everything we want just 
by touching a button.’’ 

*‘It will never pay here,’’ growled the 
husband. ‘‘You would never be able to get 
anything in that way.”’ 

**Why not, John?’’ 

**Because nothing on earth would ever 
make you touch a button. Look at my 
shirt !’’—Philadelphia Ledger. 


Arduous Task— Waverley—What has be- 
come of Penelope, your attractive friend? 

Marcella—She has been in a bad way for 
some time. 

Waverley—Not ill, I hope. 

Marcella—Rather. You see, she was 
voted the prettiest girl in town at a carnival 
contest a few months ago, and she now has 
nervous prostration from trying to live up 
to her reputation.— Youngstown Telegram. 








Cor. lith & Market Streets 
Philadelphia 
Pa. 











Thoroughly Modernised 
Remodeled and Equipped 
NEW MANAGEMENT 


Cafe and Reef Garden 


In Connection 
Special Club Breakfasts 
and Luncheons 
















lnstam Bunion Rel/e 
Prove It At My Expens. 


Don't send one st let 
[have done for 011802 etiny 












FOOT REMEDY Co. 
3512 West 26th Street, Chicago, & 








SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have, 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should impart to His Se, 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young wd Have. 
volume, ’@0wledge a Mother ave. 
All in one volumes Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.00 postpaid. Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 


Write for ‘‘Other People’s Opinions” and Table of Contents, 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 














Be An Artist 


AKE Money Drawing Comic Pic- 
tures. Let the world’s famous 
cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 

spill a few ideas into your head. Get 
the Zim Book—it’s chuck full of valuable 
suggestions. Price $1.00 postpaid. 
Bound in 38-4 Morocco. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Money back if book re- 
turned in ten days. 


Address Zim Book Desk 70 
Brunswick Building, New York 
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The Laugh’s the Thing 


EEING them- 

selves on the 
screen is one of the 
favorite diversions of 
the moving picture 
players. 





and Bud 


Ham 


(Lloyd Hamilton) and (Albert Duncan) 


comedy, 


were watching their latest 
“Rushing the Lunch 
Counter” the other day, 
when Ham said : 
“Want to go back to 
vaudeville, Bud ?” 


Bud looked at a gray- 
haired, tired-faced 
woman trying to wipe 
the tears of mirth out 
of her eves and not miss any of the reel 
and said : 





“‘Not so you could 
noticeit. We could 
make a_ houseful 
laugh in the old 
days, but we can 
make ’em laugh by 
the millions this 
way. 
**A laugh is worth 
more than medicine 
any day, and if we 
can make two laughs sprout where only 
one grew before, we are doing our share.” 


FILM FUN 
FILM FANS 


is published to multiply 
the fun of the comedy 
“movies”? — to increase 
your appreciation and en- 
joyment of the humorous 
in the photoplay, when 
you see it being filmed. 


It gives you the intimate, 
personal, human - interest 
side of the screen stars who make the na- 
tion laugh — takes you be- 
hind the scenes — shows 
you the tricks of the trade 
—describes the best com- 
edy of the month—takes 
you into the “‘close-up”’ 
life of the comedy 
studios —in short, brings 
the fun of the funniest 
movies right to your home. 








On the newsstands NOW, 
filled with laugh - making 
JSeatures, puns and stories, 
JO cents a copy, $1.00 a year, 
25 cents for three months. 


FILM FUN 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


Published by the Leslie-Judge Co. 
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Passing the Mustard 


In Real Life 
To marry a fairy 
Sounds well in a book, 
But wary men marry 
A competent cook. 
—Kansas City Journal. 


Tonic Needed—Anxtous mother—It was 
after nine o’clock when Clara came down to 
breakfast this morning, and the poor girl 
didn’t look well at all. Her system needs 
toning up. What do you think of iron? 

Father—Good idea! 

Anxious mother—What kind of iron had 
she better take? 

Father—She had better take a flatiron.— 
New York Sun. 


The Happy Alternative— He—Do you 
think that money is necessary to happiness? 

She—Not if one has unlimited credit.— 
Boston Transcript. 


An Evolution—‘‘ Women are never pugil- 
ists.’’ 

‘*Maybe not exactly. But I know one 
who said her husband was a prize. If he 
was, she is now a prize fighter.’’— Wash- 
ington Star. 


An Accident—‘‘It were an accident, your 
wusship.’’ 

**An accident, you bullying cur? Do you 
dare to stand there and tell me that you 
can strike your wife with such force as to 
break a chair over her by accident?’’ 

‘*Yus; I never meant to break the chair.’’ 
—Tit-Bits. . 


Correct —and More— Visitor (sampling 
Belfast stout with evident appreciation)— 
Really, this is splendid st»ff! They say 
that it is both meat and dri: 

Workman (interrupting)—sure, an’ it’s 
roight ye are, sor; an’ if ye take plenty av 
it, it’ll foind ye lodgings, too.—London 
Punch, 


His Reason—‘‘I think,’’ said the editor, 
in a worried tone, ‘‘that I will drop jour- 
nalism and take to astronomy.”’ 

ee Why? ’? 

‘*Because astronomers have more space 
than they know what to do with.’’—Herald 
and Presbyter. 


It Suited Him—‘‘ Did you tell that young 
man of yours that I am going to have the 
light switched off at ten?’’ 

**Yes, dad.’’ 

‘*Well?’’ 

**He’s coming at ten in future!’’—Lon- 
don Mail. 


His fudgment—‘‘I fear that young man 
to whom I gave a job in the store last week 
is crooked.’’ 

**You should not judge by appearance.’’ 

‘‘I am judging by disappearance in this 
case.’’—Houston Post. 


As V/arranted—‘‘Say,’’ said the man as 
he entered the clothing store, ‘‘I bought 
this suit here less than two weeks ago, and 
it is rusty looking already.’’ 

‘‘Well,’’ replied the clothing dealer, ‘‘I 
guaranteed it to wear like iron, didn’t I?’’ 
—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Bright Kid—‘‘ Which one of the ten com- 
mandments did Adam break when he ate the 
apple?’’ asked the Sunday school teacher. 












Can’t Choke 
Your Legs 


Weighs Only 
Half an Ounce 





NO RUBBER in leg band—top of triangle 
only is elastic—this means FIT without bind- 
ing—four seasons COMFORT—STRENGTH 
without weight. 


If your dealer is out, we'll send 
sample pair, postpaid, single le grip. 
mercerized, 25c; silk, 50c; d 

grip, mercerized, 25c; silk, 50c. 


George Frost Company 
Mekers Boston, Mass. 


MANHATTAN ioret 
50 to 58 WEST 77th STREET, NEW YORK 


Refined Family and Transient Hotel 
300 Rooms, 225 With Bath and Shower 
Opposite world-renowned Museum Natural History, life 
of land and sea from all regions of the earth. facing Man- 
hattan Square Park. half block entrance to Central Park; 
best residential section. 
Coolest location in city, surrounded by parks, facing 
beautiful lawns of museum. 


CONVENIENT TO EVERYTHING 


Parlor, bedroom affi bath, with shower for two per- 











2 a 6 v2 4.0.6 6.06 208 Oe $2.50 per day 

Paster, two be droome and baths, showe z three or four 

OONUGMB « « 0 ete eo ewe 8 6 00 to $3.50 per day 
Special Rates for one or more weeks to tourists. 
Excellent restaurant ; moderate prices. Music. 


Club breakfasts, 
Geo. W. O'Hare, Mgr. 


HUN 





H. Frohmann, Pres. 
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ROMEITKE’S 


Press Cutting Bureau 


will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 
ject on which you may want to be ‘‘up to date.’’ 
Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. 
Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 
106-110 Seventh Avenuc, New York. 




















A Glimpse 
of Fairyland 


There is nothing quite like the scenery of the Thousand 
Islands of the St. Lawrence—nowhere in the world you will 
see just that translucent ““blue’’ of the water or just that de- 
lightful maze of the island-dotted river scenery. 

The palatial steamers of the Canada Steamship Lines pass 
through this fairyland of Canada on their way from Niagara to 
the Sea. It’s a trip you'll enjoy every minute of, from the 
time you go aboard at Niagara Falls or Toronto, until you reach 





Fares from Niagara 


Is: ‘ <oe . : . . 
— Chicoutimi at the head of the glorious Saguenay River. 
To Montreal and . , . > 
“era ..... $18.55 Booklet telling all about it, sent for 6c., to cover cost of 


To Quebec and re- mailing. 


a ae $25.90 


To Saguenay River 
and return..$34.65 


Thos. Henry, Passenger Traffic Manager, 
Canada Steamship Lines, Limited 
112 Victoria Square, Montreal, Que. 
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SALESMAN 
MANAGERS 
OUNG OR OLD 
E 


W BUSINESS 





87 Meredith Bidg., 








i) NM NAM 
AG ENTS DROP THE DEAD ONES. AWAKE! START WITH THIS NEW 
INVENTION. THE 20th CENTURY WONDER. GENERAL AGENTS 
Get started in an honest, clean, reliable, permanent, money-making ROAD MEN 
business. Sold on a money-back guarantee. MAKE MONEY HERE | 
The Blackstone Water Power Vacuum Massage Machine START NOW —TODAY | 
r For the Home. No Cost to Operate. Lasts Life-Time. 
LISTE No Competition, New Field, New Business. Price within reach of all. 
That's why it's easy to sell. Endorsed by Deetors and Masseurs. Re- 
moves Blackheads, Pimples, Wrinkles, rounds out any part of the face or 
bedy, brings back Nature's beauty. Almost Instant relief can be given all kinds of pains, 
such as Rheamatism, Headache, Nackache, Newraigia, and many times a permanent relief 
A demonstration convinees the most skeptical person. Sales easily made. 
Read On! What Others Do, So Can You. 
Parkers writes, sold eight machines first day. Margwarth, savs. [am making $19.00 
per day. Schermerborn, eight dozen machines first month Shaffer writes, am selling 
four out of five demonstrations. Vangbn, orders one dozen. four days later wires ‘‘ship six 
Goren by first Express."’ Lewis, sells four first hour. Men, women, everybody makes money 
Noexperience necessary. Protected territory to active workers, Weown all patents. Big 
r book entitled,“The Power and Love of Reanty and Health,” Free. Investigate now, today. 
A postal will do. A big surprise awaits you. Address, 
BLACKSTONE M'P'’G CO., TOLEDO, OHIO 
in a handsome binder which we offer for $1.50, express eharges collect. This binder will 
last for years, as it is heavily reinforced and it is so arranged that issues can be inserted 
as they are received. Sectional posts allow for expansion. A bound file of JUDGE 
is very appropriate for your library table and a source of pleasure at all times. Address 
: 
J U DG E 
Fifth Avenue, New York 


225 














“*He didn’t break any,’’ replied i 
fellow. " ie me 
““Why not?’’ queried the teacher, 
““"Cause there wasn’t any then.’ —¢p;, 
cago News. 


His Handicap—‘‘My most di i 
thought is that I may die and leave m 
unprovided for.’’ 7 

**But won’t he be able to make hi 
living?’’ ne 

**No; the poor fellow is too sadly handj. 
capped. He is a genius.’’—Houston Post 


Salving His Feelings—‘‘ Uncle, why dig 
you never marry?’’ 

“I never found a girl who would have 
me.”” 

**Uncle, somebody’s been fooling you, 
Our sex isn’t that particular.’’ — Detyoi 
Free Press. 


Proof of Love—‘‘Of course, Jack, I'm 
fond of you. Why, haven’t I just danced 
six times with you?’’ 

**I don’t see any proof in that.’’ 

““You would if you only realized how 
you dance.—Chicago News. 7 


Beyond Calculation—‘‘ Would you get up 
to give a lady a seat in a street car?”’ 

‘**T never had a chance to think the mat. 
ter over. On the line I patronize, I’m 
never lucky enough to get a seat in the first 
place.’’— Washington Star. 


Those Girls!—Giri—You’ll never make 
me believe that opals are unlucky. Why, 
I was wearing them to-day, and I became 
engaged to Herbert. 

Cat—But what about Herbert, dear?— 
Passing Show. ; 


Where He Became Expert—‘‘My man, 
where did you. become such an expert 
swimmer?’’ 

**Why, lady,’’ responded our hero mod 
estly, ‘‘I used to be a traffic cop in Venice.” 
—Buffalo Express. 


Height of Annoyance—‘‘I’m mad at my 
wife. To anger her, I shall flirt with some 
other woman.’’ 

‘“‘If you want to make her absolutely 
furious, ask some other woman to sew ona 
button for you.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


Telling a Secret—‘‘Can_you-keep a s 
cret, uncle?’’ 

“Ts 

‘*Well, auntie has eloped with the chauf- 
feur, and they’ve borrowed your motor.’’— 
London Mail. 


What It Means—Daughter—What does 
old-fashioned mean? 

Mother—Anything that I think is right, 
and you don’t, dear.—Philadelphia Record. 


His Comedown—Redd—He started out 
with a six-thousand-dollar automobile. 

Greene—And what car is he using now? 

Redd—A street car.— Yonkers Statesman. 


It Depends—‘‘Papa, what do you call 4 
man who runs an auto?’’ 

‘‘It depends upon how near he comes t0 
hitting me.’’—Houston Post. 


What Generated It—‘‘What caused the 
coolness between you and Jones?’’ 


‘‘A heated argument.’’ — Boston Tram 
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in 
Money, lust of power, 
jealousy and hate— 


It was to such agencies as these, and her 
beauty and wonderful charm, that Jeanne 
Vaubernier, a child of the provinces, and later 
/ a leader in the gay life of Paris, owed her ele- 
‘vation to the position of ““Left-Hand Queen 
Read her own story of how the 
one-time peasant girl schemed and won her 
way to the heart of the King of France---how 
she swayed the mind of the weak Louis XV 
and became the real ruler of France---as she 


' tells it in 


But this is only one of hundreds of narratives—equally as dramatic—equally as 
interesting—contained in the eleven sumptuous volumes that make up this set, a 
limited number of which war conditions in the trade have made it possible for us to 
secure at our own figure and offer to readers of Judge at 


An Extraordinary Bargain Price 


Our former offer is now supplemented by this, on easier terrhs,as we have bought up the only 
remaining stock of this work in existence—less than 400 sets—BUT we can offer readers of Judge 
JUST THIS ONE OPPORTUNITY to secure these wonderful books AT THIS PRICK AND 
ON EASY TERMS. Discriminating book-buyers are not going to let these sets remain long on 
our shelves at this price and these terms, for bear in mind 
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» Louis XV. in the person of La Du Barry. 


arm of the monarch’s chair, distracting the mind of 


These ARE NOT the Ordinary Subscription Books You Are Familiar With 

THE TYPE—specially cast for edition—is bold and 
easy to read. 

THE BINDING is a silk-finished buckram, with 
Japan Vellum title. The size of the volumes if 6% 
inches wide by 9% inches high. The set contains 
4,546 pages 


THE PUBLISHER'S price of these eleven volumes 
was $59.00, and they are sterling examples of the 
highest craftsmanship in book making. 

THE ILLUSTRATIONS ere in photogravure on 
Imperial Japan Vellum. 


These Eleven Volumes Sparkle With Life— 

A life that transcends the imagination of a workaday world—the extravagant, luxurious life 
of courts, the life of camps amid all the pomp and circumstance of war—even the gay life of the 
Pare-Aux-Serfs—all told in stories as comic, tragic, mean, strange as any ever told in the pages 
of fiction—-stories tingling with the electric currents of unbridled passions, stories of men and 
women whose names are written large in the pages of history, and that show as no others do 


The HIDDEN CAUSES of Great Historical Events 


For in these volumes kings, queens, courtiers and favorites—with no thought of publication— 
set forth the secrets of their lives, and show the hidden ‘auses found behind almost every event 


of historical importance—the hidden agents that made up the “invisible government.” 


the enamored Louis by a thousand playful capers and 
impudent tricks. We see in these memoirs the hid- 
den court | fe of old France, and the secret causes of 
her swift descent to the bloody grave of the 


A PETTICOAT DYNASTY—We watch this “‘in- 
visible government” making history at the court of 
We see her 





PERMIT ME, MADAME LA COMTESSE 


The Memoirs and Secret Chronicles of the 


Courts of Europe 








Titles of These Eleven Sumptuous 
Volumes and a Partial List of 
Historical Characters 


Vol. I.— Memoirs and Confessions of Comtesse Du 

Barry, With Intimate Details of Her Entire Career 

as Favorite of Louis XV. 
Jean Jacques Rousseau—Voltaire — Maréchal De Richelieu—Czar 
Peter of Russia—Duc De Choiseul—The Rohans. 
Vols. Il, III, [V.—Memoirs of the Court of Louis XIV. 

and the Regency. 

By the DUC DE SAINT SIMON 
Cardinal Richelieu—Madame De Maintenon—Ninon De L’Enclos— 
La Valliere—Madame De Montespan—Abbe Fénelon. 
Vol. V.—Secret Memoirs of the Royal Family of France. 
By PRINCESS LAMBALLE 
Friend and Confidant of Queen Marie Antoinette 

Maria Theresa — La Fayette — Robespierre — Madame Campan— 
Necker—Pope Pius VI. 
Vols. VI, VII, VIII.—Memoirs of Napoleon, as Soldier, 

Emperor, Husband. 

Ru MADAME JUNOT 
Empress Josephine — Fouché—Marshal Murat—Talleyrand—Queen 
Hortense—Emperor Alexander. 
Vol. IX.—Secret Memoirs of the Court of Berlin. 
By COMTE DE MIRABEAU 
Frederick the Great—Empress Catherine Il.—The Duke of Bruns- 
wick—Mademoiselle Voss—Goertz—Prince Potemkin. 
Vols. X, XI.—_Memoirs of the Courts of Charles L. and 
Charles II, and the Protectorate. 





presiding over little suppers in the king’s private 


apartments, or in Councils of State, perched on the Revolution along a pathway strewn with 


bandboxes and rouge-pots. 


Stripped of Their Gilt and Tinsel 
these representatives of Earth’s power and grandeur stand revealed in these wonderful 
pages as flesh and blood men and women, as they tell of their cherished ambitioris and secret 
loves and hates. 





Just Pin 
$4 .00 
to Coupon 


The Diary of JOHN EVELYN 


Oliver Cromwell—Nell Gwynn—Duchess of Portsmouth 
—Duke of Marlborough—Colonel Blood—Prince Rupert, 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. i J.—1-10 
449 Brunswick Bidg., New York City | 

Enclosed is $7.00, first payment on the 4/-volume set of 

“The Memoirs and Secret Chronicles” to be shipped, charges 








But to get all this wonderful lore of a life so full of strong contrasts—heights of 
heroism and depths of folly—so rich in all the elements of romance 


You Must Be Prompt—Send Coupon To-day 


Remember there are over 500,000 Readers of Judge and less than 400 of ] 


Sets (the only sets of this edition in existence) and that the Price is 
than one-quarter of the Publisher’s price, and easy terms of payment 
—and money back if rot satisfied. 


prepaid. I agree to remit $1.00 a month for twelve months 
Sollowing receipt of books, or to return them at once if not satisfactory, ] 
| you to refund my $7.00. | 
NAME .ccccccccccercces so cece coccccvcsees sevvecesvccccccesveoees | 
MINIS 6 06.0.000000666000006600600005606+00006. 4 eae eeennenaeen 
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Roll “Bull” Durham and the World Rolls with You 


“Bull’” Durham tobacco in fresh- rolled cigarettes Is smoked by smart, active, virile young 
manhood the world over. ‘There's smacking, mellow-sweet flavor and relish to every puff ol 
this famously good tobacco, that fit right 1 in with youthful spirits and enthusiasm. There’s im 
mense satisfaction in making your own cigarettes just the w ay you want them, with the fresh, 
flavory tobacco you like best of all. 


“™ Ask for FREE 


GENUINE 
package of 


‘BULL DURHAM . --- 


SMOKING TOBACCO Cae 


The millions of “Bull” Durham smokers are men of wide tobacco-experience. 
They have used tobacco in many forms. They prefer “Bull” Durham in fresh, hand- 
made cigarettes above all—because of the supreme tobacco satisfaction and whole- 
some, lasting enjoyment insured by “rolling their own.” 








“Bull” Durham is distinguished from all other tobaccos by its wonderfully 
pleasant, unique aroma. This fresh fragrance is combined in “Bull” Durham 





cigarettes with the most de hightful mildness, mellowness and smoothness—a fy 

smoke of unusual character. {/ 
An Illustrated Booklet, showing correct way to “Roll 

FREE Your Own” Cigarettes, and a package of cigarette : UN 
papers, will both be mailed, free, to any address in fj +> . 

U. S. on request. Address “Bull” Durham, Durham, N. C., Room 1288. te 


THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY Rar Y 
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